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in courtesy bound, the friendly insistence of our
host. While the horses were being saddled, Mr.
Bulow took me on one side and spoke the follow-
ing remarkable words: "If there is a happy man
under heaven, my dear sir, you see that man in
me; everything around you, and that you have
seen in my house, comes entirely from my own
property. These stockings were knitted by my
daughters; my animals provide me with shoes,
clothing, and meat, and for the rest of my plain
but ample fare I need not go beyond my garden
and my farmyard; and, which, is greatly to the
credit of our Government, Connecticut holds
thousands of farmers as happily placed as I amy
and whose doors, like mine, are never locked.

"The taxes are almost nothing, and so long
as they are paid we can sleep in peace. Congress
does all in its power to help our budding in-
dustry; agents traverse every acre of the land to
purchase what we have to sell; and I have now
enough money laid by for some time to come, hav-
ing recently sold a quantity of flour at twenty-
four dollars the ton, which is three times the
price I have been accustomed to ask hitherto.

"All this comes from our hard-won liberty, and
the sound laws by which that liberty is assured.
I am my own master, and you will not be sur-
prised to learn that the sound of the drum is
never heard here, and that except upon the
Fourth of July, the glorious anniversary of our